ITALY

'The beauty of her legs and ankles', Lord Holland wrote, 'accounted for,
but did not, it seems, justify the costume/1

A more serious diversion was a wonderful expedition to Rome. Lord
Holland was afraid that Watts' heated imagination would be disappointed
with the Sistine Chapel, so he put off visiting it till the end. Watts, ever
polite, was full of impatience. But the delay was rewarded for when they
arrived the Chapel was flooded with beautiful light and could., be seen as
a whole, which does not often happen. His enthusiasm was infectious.
The Hollands began to see the building as they had. never seen it before.

Watts was tasting the fullness of life. He scrambled up Vesuvius with
Lord Walpole and looked into the fiery crater. He stood in the ruins of
Pompeii. And then on New Year's Day, as if to crown the carnival of
his stay, Lady Holland threw a gold chain over his head and placed a
gold watch of delicate workmanship in his hand. As she did so she said:
* We not only bind you to us, we chain you.'2

Lady Holland was not the only woman he fascinated; he became in-
volved with a high-born Florentine woman of beauty and intelligence
whom he had to visit every day to give a drawing lesson. It was not long
before he realised that she had tender ambitions in his direction. At the
time his affections were tied up elsewhere but he found it very hard to
avoid the little intimacies in which she delighted. Eventually one day on
his way to the Signorina he was presented with a pretty little bouquet of
flowers in the street and without thinking presented it to her on his arrival/
With a charming gesture and the sweetest of smiles she lovingly put the
flowers into her bosom. Suddenly realising what he had done, Watts was
puzzling how to extricate himself when he was saved by the appearance
of visitors.

The next day, as one condemned to death, pale and nervous, Watts
made his appearance at the woman's home. He found her alone in a
gorgeous apartment, not the one he had been used to. They sat together by
the fire trying to make conversation. As Watts talked nervously the climax
of the situation was being reached. Then it came with a tempting look
and gesture. Her eyes melting with tenderness, she drew the flowers from
their resting place. The young man suddenly became courageous. He
took them from her hand and flung thefn into the fire. And with that he
turned tail and fled as hard as he could from the house.3

At the end of the year the Hollands took a villa outside Florence, at
Garegg*, in order to be able to move there when the weather was too hot
at the Casa Feroni The house they chose was the Villa Medicea. Here
^Chester, p. 3 37.        2 M. S. Watts, i, f>. 57.

3 From an unpublished draft of a letter to Tom Taylor.
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